much disturbed. Moreover, he was eager to tell his partner
the strange things that had happened on the previous day,
and, with his aid, to conduct a survey of his conscience. He
wanted to evoke all the events of that notable evening, to
observe Lolivier's reactions and extract his views, ironical
and contemptuous though they might be. He had not yet
been able to assess the significance of an adventure in which
he had been engaged on several levels. It should be an
inexhaustible subject for meditation, and above all an
experience from which he ought to derive some improve-
ment. Michaud had a sense that he had played and was still
playing a part in an agonizing tragedy of almost superhuman
grandeur, for which an audience was needed.

Lolivier arrived at eleven o'clock. He was haggard and
unshaved, and his lips were set and drawn. He came in
quickly, threw a muttered good-morning to Michaud, and
seating himself at his table in his usual way, he took some
papers out of a drawer and arranged them in front of him.
Then he began to talk very rapidly.

* Has Oudard telephoned ? I see that no letter has yet
been sent to Boussenac. We must see how the work is
getting on at the Rue Damremont. The concierge at the
Rue Eugene Carriere seems to be taking a long time.
Yesterday, after you had gone, Lestang telephoned. Nothing
doing at the moment. Solange had better type the letter
this morning. My son is in gaol/

' What's that you say ? *

.' He was arrested last night. I was informed this morning
about eight o'clock. He is at the police station, I wasn't
allowed to see him.'

At Michaud's further question, he jerked his shoulders in

to Eusebe, continually reproaching him for his evil ways, and making fun of
his sickly appearance. e You little pig, you've just been looking at my legs,
when I have forbidden you to do it. Who do you think you are, Eusebe ? '
Eusebe's distress was such that he fell ill and died in a sanatorium.
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